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mud. According to what they themselves affirmed,
they could make two pesetas a day if they had any
luck.

With blissful memories of the Valencia seafront,
I asked the way to the Playa. Between endless
factories and sheds I reached a rickety stair that
led to a narrow strip of sand. On this narrow strip,
between seawall and sea, were hovels . . .

In Madrid I came to know all about the working-
class dwellings of the suburbs; the mud floor, the
absence of windows, drains, and chimneys. In
Cuenca I had seen the cave dwellings of the poor
hacked out of the wall of the mountains. In
Valencia, opposite the hospital where we had been
put up, I had derived a very peculiar architectonic
impression of Spanish poverty. What I saw was
an apparently flat surface upon which merely
chimneys were erected. Upon closer inspection I
was able to discern, between these chimneys, deep
holes sloping downwards and leading to the entrance
of a dwelling. Here and there, there was also some
wire-netting stretched across a rectangular hole:
a court-yard. Human beings had buried them-
selves here in the rocky soil, like moles or rabbits.
Reckoned out in wages, each of these houses would
have cost a fortune, but they who built them did
not require to pay wages. One does not require to
pay wages to oneself. They had only to consider